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heart with a stethoscope, you know/' said
Miss Sidney coldly.

"That's just what  I felt.   I wanted a
change . . . But they  are real doctors ? "
" Yes, real doctors."

" So. you're  a  doctor,  too.   How  inter-
esting ! "

Miss Sidney was quivering with suppressed
rage.   " No, I'm not a doctor.   A great many
psycho-analysts   are,   but   not   all.    But   I
have assisted Dr. Sidebotham ever since he
began to practise in England."
" I think . . . I should prefer a man/'
" I'm sure you would," said Miss Sidney.
" I'm so glad you agree . . . Did you say
Dr. Sidebotham ? "                    .

Mr.  Heffer was writhing again,  clasping

his knees.   His trousers squirmed up his leg,

and his white spats blinked conspicuously.

" I think it's rather unwise/' came his high

staccato, " to begin . , . unless . . . you are

actually feeling ill.   It makes morbid people

healthy, but it makes healthy people morbid/'

" There are no healthy people, from the

psycho-analytical point of view," said Miss

Sidney.

" Not even  after  they've been  done ? "
cried Miss Oonsidine.